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The plastic bracelets on Axl's wrist clack together as he strokes Slash's cheek, kissing him, sliding his tongue 
along his chapped lower lip. Slash can smell the cheap wine on his breath. /m gonna regret this so badly, 


They break apart, and Slash reaches out to wipe the smear of pink lipstick above Axl's mouth. He doesn't 
understand why Axl needed to put on make-up; he's stupidly pretty in any case, with those high cheekbones 
and that fucking copper mane. Slash scowls, annoyed at his singer's face, and then wags a finger. "I hate you, 


man," he slurs. "You're, like, a freaking recipe for trouble." 


Axl titters, and adjusts his position so he's straddling him more comfortably. He rests one hand on Slash's 
chest and lazily toys with one of his curls. "We should do this girls' night thing more often" They had entered 
the club, already inebriated, with some apprehension, but Axl had winked at the bouncer and the idiot let them 


in, no questions asked. Whose bright idea was this, again? 


"Nah," says Slash. The wine is making his head swim. Above them, the lights seem blindingly bright. "These 
stilettos are killing me. Let's stick to.to regular nights." Free alcohol is a sacred thing, but he can't squeeze 
himself into women's clothes and stay comfortable. He lets his head fall back and drapes his arm over his 
eyes. "I'm tired of being a girl." 


"I kinda like it," Axl says, slipping into a low, husky voice, and bends down to lick a hot trail up Slash's neck. 


eR 


The first thing Slash sees when he opens his eyes is an upside down charcoal sketch on a wall. His head is 
dangling off the edge of a bed. Slowly, he straightens himself. A sharp pain throbs behind his eyes, and he 


squeezes them shut again, resting his back against the headboard. 


"Afternoon, Sleeping Beauty," a grainy voice wafts from the other side of the room. Slash cracks an eye open 
to find Axl slouched at a desk. He's bare to the waist, his loose hair in disarray. Flicking his cigarette in a 
Tupperware bowl, he says, "Macy's at work" 


Oh yeah. That's the chick who's given them a place to crash this time. Slash wonders, vaguely, how long it will 

be before she tires of them and kicks them out. Then he looks down, and frowns when he realises he's wearing 
only his navy boxers. 

Axl gets up and saunters over to him, taking a drag from his cigarette and then crushing it beneath his foot. 

He sits on the bed, and the springs creak under his weight. Leaning over Slash, he bends down to kiss him, and 

for one blissful, mindless moment, Slash opens his mouth and tastes smoke and coffee. His tongue twines with 


Axl's ina leisurely dance. 


But then reality comes crashing down and he shoves Axl away roughly, scrambling back. "What the fuck is 
wrong with you?" 


Axl's eyes are wide, and for a second, Slash's gut twists with guilt. He looks, by turn, shocked, hurt, and finally, 
furious. "Maybe | should knock your teeth out to help you remember last night?" 


"What the hell are you on about?" 
"We kissed, almost fucked, if you ask me." 


Dim memories flicker in Slash's mind, and he feels like a bucket of cold water has been tipped over him. "No," 


he whispers. "No, no, no. | wouldn't..there's no way." 


Axl sneers, standing up. "Say what you want, but drinking changes your behaviour, not your intentions. Basically, 


you'd have kissed me, anyway, if you thought you could get away with it," he spits. 


Slash drops his head in his hands and grimaces, breathing heavily. His heart pounds, and sweat gathers at his 


hairline. "I'm sorry," he says in a cracked whisper. "l." He doesn't really know what else to say, so he stays in 
that position, shoulders hunched. He imagines the people he knows grinning, poking his arm, asking him, You 
fucking your singer, huh? How's that gonna affect the band? 


The band..they'll be ruined before they start. No one will sign them, no one will take them seriously. Wouldn't 
that be sick twist of fate. 


There is a bang, and Slash looks up to find that Axl is gone. His stained, tattered sneakers are still lying 
beneath the desk 


Slash wants to follow him, call him back before he does something stupid, but the sudden, thick silence makes 
his stomach lurch. He leans over the side of the bed and vomits bile onto the floor. 


eR 


Todd dies, and Slash tries not to care, chugging bottles of whiskey and inhaling packet upon packet of cigarettes. 
Izzy bolts, and Steven forgets how to play the drums. Duff chokes on his tears and gets a panic attack, and 
Axl breaks things. Another friend lying a few feet beneath the ground. Same ol, same ol. 


At the Ritz, Axl sings ‘Knocking on Heaven's Door’ with so much feeling that Slash steps into the wings to 
catch his breath. Afterwards, when the show is over, he gazes at Axl. The guy is pumped with adrenaline, slick 
and sticky with sweat, and wearing that shit-eating grin. Slash slips away unnoticed and heads to a nearby pub 
alone, and asks for anything, anything that will knock his brains out. 


RK 


On stage, before they begin ‘Rocket Queen’, Axl sidles up to Slash and wraps an arm around his shoulders, 
close and warm. His eyes, grey-green and sharp as broken glass, gleam beneath the lights, and strands of his 
damp hair are stuck to his neck. Slash sucks his teeth and tries to concentrate on remembering the notes, 


though he feels his pants grow uncomfortably tight. 

After the concert, he follows Axl to his room backstage. Axl pours two glasses of cheap white wine, hands one 
to Slash, and then plumps down on a chair. He crosses his knees and raises an eyebrow. "Stop looking at me like 
that." 

"Like what?" says Slash, putting his glass down on the vanity table; his fingers are trembling. 

Like you want to tie me down and fuck me through the mattress." 

Slash closes his eyes and takes a slow, deep breath, clenching his fists. He tries to think of car crashes and 


hydrogen bombs and puppies in tiny cages. Anything but Axl in those tight leather pants that all but beg to be 
peeled off. 


Axl gets up and saunters over to him, the smile disappearing from his face. He rakes his eyes over Slash's 
body, bold as brass, before running a callused finger along his jaw. "I ought to strangle you," he hisses, breath 
warm against Slash's mouth. 


Slash swallows, and licks his lips. His heart hammers against his chest. "What's stopping you?" 


Axl jerks away. He struts out of the room, slamming the door behind him so hard that the watercolours on 


the wall rattle. 


Later, Slash finds some tall groupie (her hair isn't red, but it's close enough), and stares at the ceiling while 


fucking her from behind. 


eR 


They are in a pristine hotel room, flooded with sunlight, with crisp linen curtains and a balcony and a personal 


fridge. A few years ago, they could barely have dreamed of this stuff. 


"Shh." Slash wipes the hot tears from Axl's cheeks with his thumb. "It's okay. Give me that" He tugs at the 
near-empty bottle of whiskey in Axl's hand. A part of Slash understands why Izzy left, and another part wants 
to wring the rhythm guitarists neck for hurting Axl this way. 


"You're gonna leave, too," Axl accuses him in a hoarse voice. He is sitting on the floor, back slack against the 
bed and legs splayed before him. His eyes are red and raw and oddly lifeless, his stubble damp from his 


weeping. 


Slash cups the older man's chin in his hand and smooths his hair, resting their foreheads together. Gently, he 
kisses Axl's eyelids, his cheekbone, the corner of his mouth. Somewhere along the way their lips meet, and it's 
wrong, so wrong, because Izzy's just taken off and Steven is practically suicidal and Duff's got one foot in his 
grave from all the booze and crack and Axl is in no state to decide whether he wants this or not. 


But Slash slips his tongue into Axl's mouth, relishing in his low groan. The bottle drops with a clunk and rolls 
away. They tumble to the floor, clawing at each other's clothes, legs entwined, a couple of Hollywood gutter 
kids with a guitar and a mic and little else to care about. Slash grinds his hips against Axl's, lips parted in a 
silent moan, dark curls falling about their heads, shutting them off from the world. 


All of a sudden Axl flips them over and fumbles with the button on Slash's jeans, fingers trembling. Tears are 
still leaking from his eyes. He chews his bottom lip hard enough to draw blood. "Let me," he whispers. “Just.let 


me. 
Slash screws his eyes shut and gasps when he feels Axl's mouth around him. "Axl, God" 


eR 


"Eric Dover?" Axl says with a sneer. "The guy is useless.” 
Slash glares at him. "At least he's punctual." He narrowly avoids the punch that is thrown his way. 


RK 


Slash shakes his head and glances at the calendar on the mantelpiece. 199b. Twelve years, goddamn. He looks 
back at Axl, who is breathing hard, and angry, so angry. Shards of a vase are strewn on the ground between 


them. 
"That's it. I'm done," he says. 


Slash goes home and rips up every photograph he owns of Guns N' Roses. He tears out Axl's number from his 


address book. He wishes he could wipe it from his memory, wash out Axl's taste from his mouth. 


He throws himself into his own life, keeping busy, struggling to be a good dad, attempting to be a supportive 
husband, scrabbling for and failing at everything, everything that is not Guns N' Roses. His band, his life's work. 
His fucked up, derelict, dysfunctional family. Music, raw and unfettered, the purest filth. Booze and pubs and 
Tupperware full of coke. Living in a windowless studio, starving. Copper hair, bright eyes, and a brazen smile 


that challenged the world. 
What about Axl? 


| dont talk about Axl 


